
ON "PORTRAIT OF MIKE LAND" BY JEREMY ERIC TENENBAUM 

To say something about the relationship between Mike Land and Jeremy Eric 
Tenenbaum— I don't know how far it went. They might've been lovers. That's certainly what 
this portrait suggests. When we were together as a threesome without Nick, we would 
sometimes do queer-consonant things. Upstairs at the Khyber, they had a DJ night in the mid- 
Aughts called "Feytality." I went once with Mike and Jeremy. It was the Smiths, the Kinks, 
Belle and Sebastian, and New Romantics stuff. Where Mike Land and queerness were 
concerned, there was no doubt about it— he was active. With Jeremy, I could never tell— he 
had all kinds of wistful boy-crazy fantasies, but also liked to keep his options open about what 
he was willing to divulge and what he wasn't. 

What this portrait expresses to me is tenderness and reciprocity between the two 
artists. Mike could be tender in more than one sense— he could express a caring kind of 
tenderness towards others, and he had sore points and needed to be handled gingerly, too. 
Jeremy was a raving lunatic in comparison— he expressed tenderness in his art if not his life. 
All those levels were awkward for me, both towards Jeremy and Mike— most of my tenderness 
was directed towards women. When I first met Jeremy, years before PFS, and he would 
suddenly act flatulently gay, I'd get embarrassed. But I also suspected he was faking it, and 
gayness for him was just another artificial posture. In hindsight, I still don't know if this was 
true. So much of this history and its participants is now lost in the bars of Manayunk and 
Roxborough that it may never be retrieved— Jeremy was loud, but conversely by far the most 
secretive of the four of us, and his posturing was used to willfully obfuscate whatever was 
really there. Mike, in the right context, would hit you with his bisexual seduction routine in 



twenty minutes flat. As twisty as his wallet was, with sex he was an above-boards player, an 
all-purpose one, and a consummate one too. 

When Mike and Jeremy were "on," Nick became a comically nervous child. I, a firmly 
straight man with an intellect and a college (in the UK, university) education, was a palliative 
for him then, up to and including our visits to Woody's, where Jeremy's hamming was used to 
cover...what? Make no mistake— at Woody's, Mike was the meat man. Jeremy would be happy 
to tell you how jealous he was, so you would know he really wasn't, and would chunder on like 
Oscar Wilde, not that he was like Oscar Wilde, etc. Mike's moves always fed part of Jeremy's 
soul and made him garrulous. My trick at Woody's (I taught it to Nick) was not to look anyone in 
the eyes too long; bury your head in your drinks. I was comfortable, but wary. Jeremy was right 
— Mike was entertaining to watch. 

Mike was entertaining to watch with girls, too. He was good at taking calculated risks— 
what his hands were doing was the secret. I never saw him make a pass too fast, or too slow. 
He was graceful and agile, and, the way their unique chemistry worked, Jeremy would (for 
once) hold himself in reserve and talk to others as he watched. The panic button for me was 
this: if Mike makes a score, I get left alone with Nick and Jeremy together (a handful of chalk 
and a handful of cheese). It was like trying to mediate between Oscar Wilde and Charles 
Darwin. I wonder if Jeremy's left any records of "did he or didn't he." Knowing how querulous 
he was about staging ambiguities, probably not. Ambiguities and artifice were part of his crab 
shell; all those hidden Manayunk side-streets were a rather formidable crab-shell too. In art, 
Jeremy was certainly Mike Land's lover. He could express the tenderness he may or may not 
have been able to express physically (to Mike or anyone else). The truth is rarely pure and 
never simple— perhaps sometimes he did and sometimes he didn't. Or, perhaps the breeder 
here should just shut up. 
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